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I DON'T KNOW THE \ 
FULL STORY VET, 
BUT I SURE PONT J 
LIKE THE FIRST ^ 
INSTALLMENT/ ^ 
VOU, AS CONSTABLE, 

OWE OS . .. ! 

PROTECTIONlJ 


/you're WITHIN 
YOUR RIGHTS, 
-STRANGER -- 
I'M SORRY TO 
, SAY.' BUT I j 
1 STILL WISH 
A YOU'O CLEAR 

Vow// 


Jrf 


li p 


iifev^^i 


: n\ \ 




SO CHECK US IN, 
OR WEK6 WITHIN 
OUR RIGHTS. 

IF WE 

WRECK 

YOUR FLEA 

BAG.' 
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6EN6KALI.Y, V»HBN 
THERE'S A GANG 
ACAINST ONE Guy, 




you see, we're 
not suae my 

UNCLE PEL0E8T 
WAUXWIU.eD f CHARMED 
THE FACTORY/ THAT YOU 
TO MUBE! f| COULDN'T 
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yOFCOURSt-MT" 
1MAKHYMB! 




1 I'LL SQUASH 1 
j YOU LIKE A 

\FIBA.' y 


/nobody Gars squashed sut^ 

' YOU.' I SHALL NOW GET j— y 
^KEADY TO-~«0V jgk 


/^ 






rn^rvk 








M 


wH& 


A 










V f ji 


wP^ 




'li ** 











STAND EASY.' YOU KNOW YOU 
HAVE TO OBEY ME, OR 
COLONEL LANE'S 
SHOW IS NO MORE. 
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ADIOS anp tally-ho.' parting 

IS SUCH SORROW -BUT 
URGENT BUSINESS AWAITS.' 
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YOU'RE AMONG 
FRIENDS! TELL 
US WHY YOU 'RE 
TIRED OF 
LIVING 




THEY SAID IT WAS ONLY AN 
INNOCENT CARD GAME - BUT X 
KEPT ON LOSINGi THEN THEY 
MADE ME STEAL FROM TOM 

TO PAY THEM.' j , ==— 

1 I'VE HEARD 

DUDE DEGAN'S SYNDICATE 
IS OPERATING GAMBLING 
FLATS FOR HOUSEWIVES.' 
WHERE DID TUEy NICK YOU? 



ON B-BROMPTON 
TERRACE! THE 
GIRL IN THE 
D-DRESS SHOP 
GAVE ME A 
AND S-SENT 
ME UP; 
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THEY'RE SOING 
TO MURDER US.' 

WE'LL NEVER 
SET OUT 

ALIVE.' 
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WHY - OLD PLAWIG 
CARDS HAVE CELLULOID 
SACKS -AMD CELLULOID; 
BURNS LIKE DRV 
■POWDER.' 
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YOU'RE QUITE A 
GIRL FOR TROUBLH, 
SALLY.' LUCKY I 
CAME BACK 
EARLY.' 




AS FOR YOU, 
SISTER --KEEP 
QUIET ABOUT THISl 
PART AND TURN 
STATE'S EVIDENCE 
AGAINST THE 
SYNDICATE AND 
DU MAY GET 

FF light; 




SREAT WORK, X/FINE, CASEY.' 
SALLY.' WITH THAtN IT'LL BE A 
GIRL'S EVIDENCE, \ CLEANER 
WEIL CLOSE EVERY J^TOWW WITH 



GIVE THE POOR, 
SILLY DELUDED 
HOUSEWIVES A 
BREAK.' THEY'LL 
GET A GOOD 
SCARE OUT OF 
THIS, BUT DON'T ) 
RUIN THEIR 
LIVES.' 
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It is fate that Quicksilver 
takes tlie air near toy—' 
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J^^WEWERE > 
5f TALKING HEBE 
I —AND JUST I 
>v TWEN~-^C 




TT MURDEREP "" 
/ HIM.WUH7 YOU'RE 
^UNPER ARREST.' 

t / J/J 
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jy Andre' LeBImc • 
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Wii ike felling light of evening, the 

it*> lofty old Hammit mansion dominates 

■Hie scene, like a "black threat to the 

peaceful valley ... 
The voice of Dr. Ersatz rings out.'. 
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/PM6S ANP HORACE DASH MADLY I 
* u MOUNTAIN I. AMOS 

MEMORY.' MENTALLY, HE STUDIES A BOOK C 



CONTBOLUNG 
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1 



r WEU.,ITTLKNEP 
OUT TO BE A 
BEAUTIFUL "AY 

AFTER AIL,.P1PN'T> 
IT, •ROBERTA?^ 
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WrDCW&OF.S/l/A 



WfEIRD, tragic, the strange 
" singing ceased as abruptly 
as it had started with the dawn. 
The early morning sun turned 
to gold the sandstone heights, 
and across the Nile waving cane 
became a molten sea of pale 
gold. 

The score of swarthy natives, 
their tarbooshes dusty, slowly 
lifted their heads to gaze in awe 
at the enormous statue of Siva 
stained in the golden dawn. It 
had stood for unknown centu- 
ries, a monolith carved in rock, 
facing the east with its sad rock 
face. 

Only occasionally did the 
great statue give forth with its 
weird, lonesome song. Only at 
dawn, and only for believers, so 
•aid the legend. Now it was 
quiet again, unseeing stone eyes 
•taring over the broad Nile 
valley. 

Slowly the natives mounted 
their camels and padded silent- 
ly away into the north, toward 
Cairo and the rich Suez mark- 
ets. They were happy. They had 
been given the "song of Siva". 
Their trading would be good. 
They had received the blessing 
of Isis. 

When the natives had disap- 
peared, an aged priest came out 
of a cave nearby and went to 
the foot of the statue. He scoop- 
ed up a handful of coins which 
the pilgrims had placed in a 
hojlow of the rock. Then he 
budged back to his earthen 
burrow. 

Each time wayfarers came 
along, they left some coins in 
the hollow, believing the gods 
received them — thus blessing 
the kind-hearted donors. It was 
good business for the priest He 
chuckled as he crouched in- the 
cave and counted his findings. 
He wished that travelers would 
some »*«ng every dawn. , . . 



Ben Rashid, bearded leader 
.of a wild tribe of desert thugs, 
rode his camel as if he were 
part of it His followers, heavily 
■burnoosed against the growing 
heat, came behind him. They 
itched for action. It had been 
weeks since they had waylaid 
a caravan. They thirsted for 
blood. 

Dismounting, Ben Rashid ap- 
proached the foot of the statue. 
He surveyed it for a moment, 
then something shiny caught his 
eye. Partly Covered with sand, 
it lay at his feet He picked it 
up. It was a gold piece. Chuck. 
ling, he stuck the money in his 
sash. Thert he noticed the drag- 
ging foot marks in the sand. 
They led to a cave not far away. 

Ben Rashid motioned to a 
couple of his men and they 
strode toward the rocky lair. 
The old priest came out, shield- 
ing his eyes against the fierce 
glare. 

"Go with Isis," he said. "May 
your travel be comfortable." 

"Ho, there, old man!" cried 
Ben Rashid. "Did you drop this 
coin?" He flipped the gold piece 
in his hand. 

"Aye, M replied the priest "It 
is a gift of the kind travelers 
who stopped here to receive the 
blessing of Isis. 1 * 

Ben Rashid eyed him like a 
snake. "So they leave money, 
do they?" He motioned to his 
two men and they pushed the 
old priest aside and entered the 



One of them cried out ex- 
citedly and stepped into view 
carrying a skin bag that was 
heavy with coins. 

"No, no!" cried the old man, 
grabbing at the bag. "No, I pray 
you. It "is mine! You will be 



Ben Rashid's mocking laugh- 
ter boomed across the silence 
of the morning. 

He turned to walk off. But 
the old priest ran After him, 
holding on to his burnoose. 



With a curse Ben Rashid 
drew a scimitar and stashed 
quickly. The priest's head, neat- 
ly severed, rolled to the ground. 

The bearded leader laughed 
and stuck the sword into the 
sand, to wipe off the blood. 



Ben Rashid chuckled. "A 
double stroke, men," he amend- 
ed. "One for a head— one for a 
bag of gold!" 



A few days later, Ben Rashid 
and his cutthroats were again 
approaching the statue of Siva. 
They were on their way to the 
river — ten miles distant — for 
water. Their goat skin water 
bags were almost empty. 

Ben Rashid rode up to the 
statue just as dawn was break- 
ing. He dismounted, looking in 
the hollow place to see if any 
kind traveler had left gold. 
There was none. The old priest's 
body and severed head still lay 
where they had fallen. Ben 
Rashid kicked it disdainfully. 

Then suddenly a strange un- 
earthly sound sighed over the 
desert Rising in volume as the 
sun came up, it caused an odd 
reaction among Rashid's men. 
They jumped from their mounts 
and buried their faces in the 



sand, crying out that the goas 
were speaking; that Isis was 
commanding them. 

The sound grew until it was 
almost a scream, and then Ben 
Rashid noticed that it came 
from the statue. His dark face 
turned a shade paler. What was 
this? Did the gods in truth thus 
speak through this stone figure? 
That was crazy, he thought 
Superstition. 

"Fools!" he cried to the bow- 
ing men, "get up and be men, 
not crawling cowards!" 

"O Master," cried one of 
them. "It was a great sin to 
kill the priest. Now we are ac- 
cursed of the gods!" 

Ben Rashid bellowed with 
profane laughter. 

"Stupid fools! Do you put 
faith in the ranting of old men 
whose <brains are turned by the 
heat? Gome. We must get 
along." 

The sound was a wail now. 
The men lay still, Ben Rashid 
kicked the one nearest him. 
"You heard me!" he shouted. 
"Come on!" 

Ben Rashid had no warning 
of what approached until a 
stinging wave of hot sand struck 
his face. The singing of the rock 
had not permitted the sound of 
the new terror to be heard. Now 
like a wild thing it struck them. 
Great, burning waves of sand 
screamed against the statue, 
against the bowed men. against 
the score of camels. 

Ben Rashid fell on his knees 
now and drew the folds of his 
burnoose ovenftis head. Nothing 
could live and face that roaring 
ocean of sand. The light of day 
was gone. It was like midnight, 
the sun blotted out. The sand* 
storm grew in volume, scream- 
ing with a 100 mile wind pres- 
sure behind it 

The camel* padded off into 
the south, leaving their masters. 
Sand piled up. The men dug 
frantically, their throats parched 
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ior water. There was no *ater. 
What little had been left in the 
bags had gone with the camels. 

The day wore on. Evening 
came, but still the sandstorm 
raved around tha stone statue 
of Isis. Ben Rashid and his 
men, panting, eyes tight closed 
against the sting of sand, tried 
to keep themselves dug out. But 
it was growing almost impos- 
sible. 

Ben Rashid coughed and 
gasped. His throat was a flaming 
tunnel, hit tongue swollen. What 
had the old priest said? They 
were accursed of the gods? In- 
deed it seemed that way. Would 
this storm never end? 

It didn't end. All through the 
night it raged and far into the 
next morning. And all that day 
the shrieking sand, flailed the 

desert. 

The rocky face of Siva stared 
into it, not changing, aged-old 
spectator of many such storms. 

It was the score of riderless 
camels that caused the first sen- 
sation in the little oasis of Al 
Akkam on the Nile. They 
trudged into the village in the 
early morning. Immediately the 
huge humped mount of Ben 
Rashid was recognized. And 
there was much speculation as 



to what had happened to the 
leader and his pack. 

It was incredible to think that 
Ben Rashid and his thugs had 
lost their camels. Yet there they 
were. And where was Ben 

Rashid and his gang? 

An old priest came up to a 
group discussing the strange 
event. He nodded slowly. 

"It is the will of Isis,** he 
said quietly. "They defied the 
gods by killing a priest of Isis 
and stealing sacred gold. . . . 
Come, let us go." He turned 
toward the camels and began to 
mount one. 

"Where, old man? Where 
would you lead us?** 

"Follow me," commanded the 
priest, setting off. The others 
climbed on the remaining cam- 
els and fell in behind the priest 
At length they reached the 
statue of Siva, now half covered 
with sand. 

"Dig," the priest told thsm. 
"And you'll see how the gods 
keep their promises.'* 

They dug, and soon they bed 
twenty-one bodies, laid out on 
the sand. Ben Rashid and bs* 
crew, their faces blackened by 
awful strangulation. The song 
of Siva had been their funeral 
song. 
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-THEN 1 THINK THE WHISTLES 
WILL HAVE A TRY AT FINDING 
THE MISSING MUEPEK GUM 
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SEE.* A PISTOL TIED I/OH-OH.' 
THERE, POINTING -Of AND BITS 
TOWAKP THE STAGE.' X OF BUOKEN 
THE DRUM VMftS 
NAILED DOWN SO 
I WOULDN'T MOVE 
IT AND SPOIL THE 
AIM 




I BELIEVE YOU'RE INNOCENT, 

isok; Nosotnr but a pool 

WOULD LEAVE EVIDENCE IN 
HIS OWN PRUM! YOU SO 
SURRENDER ID THE POLICE 
AND IU FINISM THIS JOB! 




Bt^wrfflfTrfira 




THE REAL KILLERN 
WILL BE HERE TO 
REMOVE THE GUN , 
AND I'LL BE r-s 
WAITING FDRJ 


/ I'LL SO » 

BISHT TO 1 
THEPOUC6, 

VTHANKSJ^ 




BOgf^-XJ 




^IjB 






■> V/l£MPK 
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f THE LUCKIEST WOVE 1 

"/MADE WAS SETTING AN 

A7AKTMENT UPSTAIRS 




VERY SMART, »■>. / I SEE.'N 
WHISTLER! NOWY HIGH NOTES 
YOU KNOW MOW > FKDA* A 
I'MSOINS TDrvPHONOGRAPH 




exactly --while rw 

POWNSTAIRS TALKING/: 

TO THE POLICE* I'LL/ 

TELL THEM I SAW. 

IGOR SNEAMNS ~ 

ABOUNP.' TWEY1L . 
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I 8£G TOUR PARDON. 
SIR.' I'PLIKETO 
INTRODUCE / 
MARy, THIS IL 
COMMANDER JpljiSs 
BLARE.' 




TOMORROW IS jJa TOAST TO HIM.'I 


FRED. J 


UNIOR'S % IF HE JOINS -A 


1 FIRST BIRTHDAYy THE NAVY, MAY 1 




r—xaim HE COMMAND "• 




/ / A SHIP AS GOOD 1 




. 1 I AS THE pawnee;! 


I / 




3a 


{.'■ / ■ (S*5( HH 
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^^BLAST THE ^^B 
/ LUCK.' THE 1 
V-JAP SPOTTED /■ 
^J ME .' J^ 4~ 


~ *^fcb^ 




^s*^ 


■fJS 




P^#7-A ~, 




^ry^s^w 


~^^^^J \ . 


^st^-zzM^Kk 
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